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" The fatal ring restored my memory/5 said the
king, half to himself and half to the jester. " What
shall I do to obtain comfort ? "

" The maiden skilled in painting is coming/'
said the jester, " bringing with her the portrait of
your beloved/'

The king and his attendants walked slowly into a
leafy bower behind which the fairy had hidden
herself. " This is well/' said she; " now I too shall
behold the portrait of my beloved Sakuntala."

Dushyanta seated himself and looked steadily at
the fatal ring. " Tell me," said the jester, " how the
ring obtained a place on the finger of Sakuntala."
Then the king roused himself. " I gave it to her/'
he said, " when I left the consecrated grove for my
capital, and I said to her,' Repeat each day one of the
three syllables engraved on this gem, and before
you have spelt the name Dushyanta, one of my
highest officers will attend you and lead you to my
palace.' Yet, in spite of this promise, I deserted
her in my forgetfulness."

" Now tell me," said the jester, anxious to divert
the mind of the king from its sorrow, " how this ring
came to enter the mouth of a carp like a hook ? "

" When my queen was lifting water to her mouth
in one of the streams on the way hither, the ring must
have dropped from her hands unseen."

" It is very probable," said the jester, trying not
to yawn, for the sorrow of the king, which seemed to
lead to nothing, was beginning to weary him. But
the strain of the situation was at that moment relieved